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Ruba'i. [242]

Moon-visaged beauties sit and smile on shore;
While death's fierce billows o'er their loveis roar.

Peerless would shine the sun of beauty's sky,
Did but its beams caress the motes forlore.

Rubal [243]

We're filled with sadness though we shout for glee;
Ruined we lie, though fair our fortune be.

A bird we seem so nurtuied on Love's woe,
We'd hit the snare, though from the cage set free.

Rubal  [244]

The Sphere hath hung death's sabre o'er my head,
My hand is doomed dust on my hair to spiead.
So sad hath Fortune made my days that each
Like to the lover's parting hour is dread.

Rubal [245]

In this sad charnel-house the dust of woe
Fills many a monarch's skull now lying low:

Naught knowest thou how Heaven's wheel revolves
Who bidest 'neath the shade of Fortune's bough!

Rubal  [246]

O Wotter of the sad night-watcher's case,

Who mak'st their pain the key of treasured grace,

Shame Thou me not with all my pictured thoughts,
Nor for my heart a magic-fanal trace.1

Rubd'i.  [247]

To masters of the Path, the Path is woe;
To comrades of the Truth, the Truth is woe;

What need, 0 wildered heart, of further speech?
The headline of the scroll of Love is woe,

1 See p. 175, n. 2 supra. Haleti means: Do not shame me by holding me
accountable for all the thoughts that pass through my mind,